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A New Song. 
In INKLE and YARICO. 


UR gotto was the ſweeteſt place! 
The bending bows, wich fragrance 
Would check the brook's impetuous 
ace, 
Which murmur'd to be opt f om flow- 
ing, 
Twas there we met, and gaz'd ovr 61}, 


Ah! think on this, and love me ſtill. 


Twas then my boſom firſt knew fear, 


Fear, to an Indian maid a ſtranger, 
The war-ſong, arrows, hatchet, ip-a”, 
All warn'd me of my lover s danger, 


For him did cares my boſom fil, 


Ah think on this, and love me Rin. 


For him, by day, with gare conceal'd, 


To ſearch for food 1c imb d the moun- 
tain, 


And when the night no form reyeal'd, 


Jocund we ſought the bubbling foua- 


tain, 


Then, then wou'd j joy m boſom fill, 
Ah ! think oa this, and loye me ſtill. 
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